SOME   OF   OUR   PATIENTS
made me feel completely at home. At sunset, suddenly
all conversation stopped, and two little children of three
or four years old turned towards the lovely red sky in the
west, kneeling down and folding their hands. They then
repeated the name " Rama " a hundred times or so, and
went back to play with their marbles and mud-pies. It
was a delightful family, and typical of many whom I have
met since. Politeness and religion (albeit of a superstitious
nature) seemed to come quite naturally to them all.
V	came back to Neyyoor a few months later, with
tubercular glands. I took out a number of these, and for
some years he was well again. But suddenly he developed
acute tubercle of the lungs (and probably of everything
^else), and died rapidly. The family was completely bereft
—was he not the only son ? The father was getting old,
and who would be able to perform the rites at his burial,
which only a son can do ? Without V	to crack his
skull and let out the spirit, what was his chance in the next
world, or in the next incarnation ? Poor man, he was
- desperate. His wife hadn't produced a child lately, except
for the two little girls. So out she went. He must get
a son at all costs, and one or two temporary wives were
tried, to see if they could bear one. The death of my friend
and patient was thus not merely a loss of his company,
but a cause of disruption and misery in what had before
been a peaceful and happy family; and all because of a
superstition.
A rude shock I got near the beginning of my service was
from my munshi, the teacher who taught me Tamil. I was
practising conversation with him, and we had got on to the
subj ect of missionaries. We were discussing a fellow-worker
in the Mission, when the munshi said : " Of course, he only
became one (a missionary) because he was somewhat useless
for anything else/' Knowing full well that the man in ques-
tion could have got many good jobs in the world of business
if he had not felt a call to be a missionary, I told him this.
It was received with incredulity, " When I was a boy at
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